There is a Difference. X“ 


Recently a well meaning lady tersely remarked, “you live too much in the past...!” 
An odd comment that I pondered; yes, I do live with the past as one lives with a 
permanent disease. There is a difference between living with something or in it. 
Someone dressed in1960-ish hippie regalia, wearing long hair with pork chop sideburns, 
waving two-fingered peace sign aping ‘groovy baby,’ lives in the past. A child or adult 
tormented by physical, mental, emotional trauma whether caused intentionally or 
unintentionally — lives with their past. An ex-soldier, such as a Vietnam war veteran 
from the aforewritten hippie era, suffering PTSD or shell shock trauma, mental, physical 
wounds and diseases from exposure to US chemicals used in it while serving patriotic 
duty personally lives with their past. Returning military men and women greeted by 
crowds of spitting, vulgar, hateful US Amerikan citizens, in a ‘we the people’ 
homecoming, live with that past. American abandonment and betrayal of its military 
service members, it tasked to do the nation's dirty work, hurt only the returning living- 
dead; mercifully, those in the body bags feel nothing. Maybe a just 'god' spares disgrace 
of the living to their dead. How is it this country blamed homegrown honorable veterans 
for a disgraceful political war, supported by 'we the sheeple' and its government, lost 
before arrival? A country supplying that war with its youth via forced conscription under 
guise of 'freedom' providing terrorized draftees facing a gun barrel this ‘choice’: 
honorably fight, face prison or escape as a coward that we will hunt down like a rabid 
dog? Honoring patriotic duty meant arrival at a foreign land embroiled in a civil war, to 
interfere, harm and kill those people with whom one neither knew nor had a complaint; a 
country whose people defended against Yankee occupation with their guns aimed at a 
soldier’s face while the USA held one to the back of it? In America, propagandist 
slogans hiding the nation’s disgrace proclaimed, “war is good for business and you, 
invest your resources, son’s and daughter’s in it” fed ‘human sacrifices’ into the war- 
machine, meat grinder on both sides of the water. Profits were first-class filling 
Amerikan's pockets. The politicians cooed that it was healthy for you and your children. 
The public loved it; provided someone else made sacrifices to benefit the ‘benefiting 
classes.’ Returning military people struggled to live with the past while doing everything 
humanly possible, moment-by-moment to forget it. Why is it people of heart-felt gesture 
think it proper sending flowers, sympathies to a hospitalized person suffering from self- 
created diseases? A bigheartedness completely shunned to a person who suffers ill 
effects of an enforced compliance he/she abandoned at first opportunity. An individual 
who knowingly creates self-harm by smoking, over eating and drinking, ad infinitum, 
why is that chosen-lifestyle-diseased person afforded more consideration by society, 
political and medical services than one who suffers from circumstances they were 
helpless to control, ie.: a US veteran or permanently scarred adult abused when a child? 
Is it because the culture, political system and nation that created those conditions, wishes 
not to examine a dishonorable, personal failing by the guilty that it visits upon an 
innocent and helpless scapegoat? Is it truly easier judging those innocents bearing 
cultural blame than to face and correct that which created the horrors, and to become 
responsible and accountable? What is the true price of hiding from social conscience 
through irresponsibly, immaturity, denial of consequences to others from collective 
personal action and inaction? Doing nothing is an action with consequences, always. A 


powerless, helpless child abused by those he/she innocently trusted does not live in the 
past; if he/she feels at all that person suffers with it, from it, now. Their only misfortune 
was surviving birth into an atmosphere that ritually murders a newborn mentally, 
emotionally, and spiritually into a living-dead-shell human doing, not a human being; a 
crippled, confused dark-ego that is inwardly driven by forces from the bowels of hell 
known only to complicated places of mind. Where these unpredictably manifest 
awkwardly in social, mental and spiritual disorders that an affected person and culture do 
not recognize or refuse to acknowledge. I do not think the latter wishes to understand. 
Medical priests and priestesses, family, friends, society reward a lifestyle diseased person 
enthusiastically, cheering him or her on with medical attention, kindness and empathy. 
That person made a choice, often many times daily for decades, before initial disease 
symptoms, and then continued self-harm to destruction. However the aforewritten 
scapegoats of ex-soldier or abused child without such options face societal blame, denial 
and ostracism: ‘we the people’ do not want to know that you exist, you are the problem, 
just get over it, forget it, stop living in the past, go away downer you are ruining my rose- 
colored-fantasies, ad infinitum. Those making true choices often do live in the past as it 
benefits them; those without them survive with it, from it, while struggling every moment 
to forget; in a lifelong confrontation to resolve what refuses resolution — one never gets 
over some experiences until death do us part. The past: there is a difference between 
living in it and with it. The facets that caused it will never understand; those of us who 
must suffer the consequences can only understand it. 


MY Silence Means — 
My silence means that: lam finished fighting; 


and\nowthere is nothing left for which to fight = 
{My silence mein that lam finished explaining my feelings to you — 
My silence: means that I have adapted to the changes in my life, 
and have stopped complaining — 

My silence means that [ anèself healing, 

‘and have forgotten everything I ever wanted from you — 

My silence means that Tam moving on gracefully - with dignity =~ 
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